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my men settled down for the night by the hawsers of the ship;
but Circe took me by the hand, led me away from my good
friends, and made me sit down and tell her all my news as she
lay beside me. When I had given her the whole tale from first
to last the goddess said:
' "Very well; all that is done with now. But listen while I tell
you what follows - and the gods themselves will see that my
words keep fresh in your mind. Your next encounter will be
with the Sirens, who bewitch everybody that approaches them.
There is no home-coming for the man who draws near them
unawares and hears the Sirens' voices; no welcome from his
wife, no little children brightening at their father's return. For
with the music of their song the Sirens cast their spell upon him,
as they sit there in a meadow piled high with the mouldering
skeletons of men, whose withered skin still hangs upon their
bones. Drive your ship past the spot, and to prevent any of your
crew from hearing, soften some beeswax and plug their ears
with it But if you wish to listen yourself, make them bind you
hand and foot on board and stand you up by the step of the
mast, with the rope's ends lashed to the mast itself. This will
allow you to listen with enjoyment to the twin Sirens' voices.
But if you start begging your men to release you, they must add
to the bonds that already hold you fast.
( "When your crew have carried you past this danger, you
will have reached a point beyond which I cannot fully guide
you. Two ways will lie before you, and you must choose be-
tween them as you see fit, though I will tell you both. One leads
to those sheer cliffs which the blessed gods know as the Wander-
ing Rocks. Here blue-eyed Amphitrite sends her great breakers
thundering in, and the very birds cannot fly by in safety. Even
from the shy doves that bring ambrosia to Father Zeus the beet-
ling rock takes toll each time they pass, and the Father has to
send one more to make their number up; while for such sailors
as bring their ship to the spot, there is no escape whatever. They
end as flotsam on the sea, timbers and corpses tossed in confusion
by the waves or licked up by tempestuous and destroying flames.

